CHAPTER X

THE INTELLIGENTSIA

AN acquaintance of mine, formerly the owner of
several chemical factories, now occupying a minor
position in a Moscow warehouse, fell ill last March.
It was five days before I learned of his illness and an-
other three before I was able to see him. When I finally
called at his home, he was sitting up in bed. His wife
hovered about him with smiling face; his children
watched his every move with tender solicitude. His con-
dition in the first few days had appeared serious.
When we were left alone the man said to me: "Well,
I was again disappointed." Before I could ask what
he meant he continued:
"For the past three or four years, every time I have
fallen ill, I secretly hoped that my sickness would
prove fatal. I want to lie in bed hopelessly stricken for
eight or ten days and then die. That would be sufficient
time for me to take leave of my family and for my
children to feel that I had not gone from them too
suddenly.''
The man had said this with so much melancholy
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